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"Ken?" Greg called out as he returned home, closing the front door behind him as he kicked his shoes off. But 
the apartment was still silent. He peered into the kitchen, but his roommate wasn't there. He walked through 
the empty living room, stopping in front of Ken's bedroom door to a stifled moan from the other side. The 
door was left ajar, allowing him to peak through the gap, his breath caught in his throat and his heart 
pounding. 


His eyes were met with his roommate in bed, lying on his back with his legs parted and the front of his t- 
shirt between his teeth. He had one hand around the base of his length, his hips jolting as he jerked himself 
off. 


Before he knew it, Greg's own thumb was hooked under the front of his pants, increasingly aroused by the 
sight in front of him. He leaned his head against the threshold, his foot inadvertently pushing the door open as 
he shifted. His eyes went wide upon realizing what he did, and so did Ken's when the latter stared back. 


Ken's face was flushed pink. "W-wanna give me a hand?" 
He stepped forward without a word, descending upon Ken with a heated kiss. Greg's hands cradled his face, 


while the older man's deftly unbuttoned his black shirt, sliding up his heaving chest before settling around the 
back of his neck. Greg took the first chance he had to insert his tongue into Ken's mouth, to which he was 


rewarded with a deep groan and teasing hand on his crotch. He groaned back, almost drunk off Ken's taste, his 
head spinning with desire. 


"Take this off," Ken pulled away, panting and giving the hem of Greg's black pants a tug. 


Nodding, he untangled himself from Ken, standing up in front of the bed to unfasten his pants, stepping out of 


them and leaving his underwear with it. 


"Mmm, you're already getting hard," Ken sat up as Greg returned, sitting on his knees in between the older 
man's legs. He let out a blissful sigh as Greg wrapped a hand around his member, eagerly returning the favor. 


"Ahh, that feels good." 
"Better than your own hand, isn't it?" 
Ken's hand worked Greg's shaft in slow, thorough strokes. "Fuck, so much better." 


Greg's rough groans filled the room just as Ken's breaths and meek whines did, the head of the latter's 
manhood dripping as he matched his pace. He admired how ravishing the man in front of him looked, his eyes 
shifting focus from the dark stubble on his chin to his full, parted lips. His dark hair, damp with sweat, clung 
to his forehead and covered most of his eyes. 


"Fu- oh fuck," Ken choked out. "A-almost there." 


Greg, undoubtedly close himself, quickened his pace. His free hand pushed Ken's hair away from his face, 
resting on the back of his head to pull him in for a kiss. A fervid moan crawled out of Ken's throat, his other 
hand tugging at Greg's shirt as his hips bucked upward into the closed hand around his member. Not soon 
after that, Greg felt something spill onto his fist and torso in hot ropes. He didn't have to break the kiss to 


know Ken came, still jerking him off until he was confident the other man rode his orgasm out to completion 


When their lips separated, Ken lowered his head and turned his hand so that it moved in a tugging motion. Greg 
didn't think anything of it until he felt a generous amount of saliva land on his shaft. He bit his bottom lip, 
letting out a satisfied hum as Ken's hand glided along his length with a loud, slick sound. His head fell back, his 
eyes fluttering closed as he rolled his hips into Ken's hand. He felt a hand around his neck, tender but 
possessive. A pair of lips kissing his collarbone drew a groan out of him, followed by a gasp as gentle teeth 
grazed his skin, sure to leave a mark. One of his hands found the back of Ken's head, where his fingers ran 


through heavenly soft hair. 


Ken whimpered when the caress turned into a tight grip when Greg reached his peak. His breaths trembled in 
ecstasy, releasing himself into Ken's closed hand. The other had cupped his jaw, and hot lips devoured his own. 
When he was no longer at the mercy of his climax, he kissed back, trying to keep up despite his orgasm 
leaving him exhausted. 


He grunted, pulling Ken's hand away. "Fuck, |--" 


"You're tired, huh?" 


He nodded drowsily, stepping out of bed to clean himself up in the bathroom. When he and Ken finished doing 


so, they lied under the covers in each other's arms. 
"Hey." 

"Yeah?" Ken ran a finger through Greg's hair 

"Did you hear me call for you when | came back?" 

"Yeah" 

"Really?" Greg's eyes opened. "Why didn't you like.. stop or——" 
"| wanted you to see me" 


Greg felt something between shock and flattery. He had no qualms with the idea of coming home to that sight 
every night. 


